but refined Scottish lad who had never been young. Faithful, very quiet
and diffident. I liked him. I couldn't get along without somebody	ever.
We were both staying in to finish some work for the blue-printer one
noon, some weeks after the boxing-bout failure. Ottenheimer, at the table
behind me and over one to the left, staying to study for Beaux Arts exams
he was soon to take. He was whistling and jibing as was his habit. He had
thrown my hat down the stair-well just the day before. He was insolent
always. 'You're just a Sullivan toady anyway, Wright. We all know it.' I
had stood, without flinching, far worse than that.
But it was 'time'. I laid down my pencil, swung around on he stool and
looked at him. He sat at his table, a heavy-bodied, short-legged, pom-
padoured, conceited, red-faced Jew, wearing gold glasses. His face, now red
as a turkey-cock's wattles. 'I think I've had enough from you,' I said. I got
up and walked slowly over to him and without realizing he was wearing
glasses, or hesitating, struck him square, full in the face with my right
hand, knocking him from his stool to the floor, smashing his glasses. I
might have blinded him.
With a peculiar animal scream—I've heard something like it since from
a Japanese mad with sake, but never anything else—he jumped for the
knife, a scratcher-blade with a long handle, lying by his board. Half-
blinded, he came at me with it.
I caught his head under my arm as he came, and was trying hard to put
him out, while with his free arm behind me, he was stabbing away at the
back of my neck and shoulders. But his head was too close—tight against
my side. Upsetting stools and overturning tables, George, white-faced and
scared, looked on. I could feel the blood running down my back and legs
into my shoes. They 'cheeped' as though I'd been walking in puddles.
Finally, I wound my right hand in the back of his collar and with all the
strength of despair, hurled him away from me. He went staggering,
toppling backward across the draughting room to the opposite wall, struck
with a heavy bang against the door leading to the next room and went
down—but not out. He had dropped the knife near by where he fell. He
got up on his feet again and with that same curious animal scream grabbed
the knife and came on—a blood-thirsty little beast. Quick as a flash, as he
came toward me, I grabbed the long, broad-bladed T-square on my board
by the end of the long blade, swung it with all my might, catching Ottie
with the edge of the blade beside his neck just above the collar. The cross-
head snapped off and flew clear down the length of the room.
The knife dropped from his hand as he wavered a moment. Then he
wilted, slowly, into a senseless heap on the floor like a sail coming down.
My heart sank. 'Good God! George! Get some water quick.' George
seemed paralysed. It had all happened in a minute. 'Wake up. Quick,
man! Come on, George! Don't you see?*
Slow-moving George got back with some water in a dipper and I threw
it in Ottie's face. No sign. 'More, George.' I threw more in his face.—He
sighed, opened his eyes. I stood there, waiting and trembling. 'Are you
badly hurt, Ottie?' No answer. Blinked—seemed to be 'going out' again.
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